checked me at this limit. Kven so I got home with great
difficulty; 1 dimly remember having fallen down on the
street. At home I made tea. In the hot tea, as usual, I
took :i sleeping-powder. There were still nine veronal
powders in the box. Tm yours, I'm thinking of you,
why aren't you here, my darling?* Imagine destroying
that beautiful, loving little body so. . , . She had been
taken by the hair and banged against the furniture
and dragged around the floor and kicked, Tm yours,
my darling. Why aren't you here"' I poured the other
nine powders into one cup of tea. That is why you have
to be drunk in such a state; I tossed off the cup as if it
were another glass of brandy. That night I learned what
death means, The fact that they brought me back to
life later does not alter the case."

The book in which I underlined that passage appeared
in 1937, The incident faithfully recounted in this narrative
took place twenty-seven years before, in 1910. Wanda
was two years old then,)

5 (To dwell a few minutes more on the subject of how
an author's brain transforms a real occurrence into fiction,
let me tell here an extremely disagreeable incident from
the life of a friend. In his biography it would scarcely
fill more than two or three pages, if indeed it went beyond
three lines. I wrote a play out of it,

The friend's name is '/ohtin Thomka. I It* is a Hun-
garian nobleman, a professional soldier from earliest
youth. When I last saw him he was a cavalry officer, the

224rtment a wretched cafe was still partly
